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Author's Notes: 
So.. This is the aftermath of some concert they did and they were singing Seek and Destroy and Jason did a 


LOL but the look on James face said he wasn't very happy. Heres the video in case you want to watch it. | 
thought it was funny. htps://myoutube.com/watch?v =RJAxqW_5SXWg 


Jason fucked up. He knew he fucked up just by the look on James face. He'd first done it as a joke, and 
humorously Kirk had improvised a bend to go along with it, but now as the last notes of the last song wrung 
through the speakers of the stadium and everyone bowed and said their ‘thank you's' and ‘goodnight's' he kinda 
wished he hadn't fucked around. 


The incident seemed totally forgotten by Kirk and Lars who were dancing around drunk, hugging him and 
congratulating themselves on the nights show. Jason wanted to join in the merriment, but one sneer from 


James who was talking to their road manager reminded him he wasn't out of the woods yet. 


Quickly he made his way into the showers and washed up and got dressed before James came back to chew 
his ass out. Packing up his bass he smirked to himself shaking his head as he heard Kirk trying to sweet talk 


some chick out of her bra Standing up he suddenly found himself grabbed and thrown up against the wall and 
pinned there. 


"The fuck was that about Newsted?" James voice snarled in his ear. Jason involuntarily whimpered; James 
must have been furious if he was using his real name. 


Gasping in pain as his arms were pinned to the center of his back and yanked upwards the bassist tried to find 


his voice, "| was just messin around man, l'm sorry!" 
"Oh you'll be sorry alright." James growled. 
Jason braced himself for an impact to his face but instead his jeans were roughly yanked down to his ankles. 


"H-hey! What the fuck James?!" Jason tried to wriggle away from James as his boxers were being pulled down 
to join his pants. 


His protests were met with another rough upwards yank to his arms and a cold, "Stay still Newsted" 


Growing nervous Jason tried to twist his torso to face James frantically asking, "What the fuck are you 
doing?!" 


James response was a scoff as he harshly pulled Jason's shirt up revealing his pale juicy ass. “Hold that shirt 
up. If you let it drop I'll make this whole hell of alot worse understand?" 


Jason nodded taking a holding his shirt before leaning his forehead against the coolness of the bricks while his 
cheeks warmed up flushing with color as he felt James fondle him making Jason's cock stir; his hands 
caressing the soft skin before spreading his cheeks open allowing cool air to assault his most intimate place. 
Biting his tongue Jason resisted the urge to roll his hips back into James ministrations. Suddenly his hands 


disappeared before slamming down on his ass making Jason howl. 


Now Jason understood what was happening and his efforts of trying to escape were renewed, but with that 
first hit he felt his cock full on twitch as his breath caught in his throat. Although he would never admit it 
Jason felt his blush start to spread from his cheeks all the way down to his neck at the thought of being 
spanked and punished like this. 


There was a split second reprieve before James lifted his hands and smacked them down again harder. The 
blows rained down with each hit worse than the one before. Soon Jason's backside was encased in red-hot pain 


as James beat him from the small of his back to the meat of his thighs and sit spot. 


Each crack of James big hands echoed through the empty hallway and Jason faintly wondered what would 
happen if they were caught, but that thought was silenced as the assault to his rearend intensified. Flashes of 
searing hot pain shot through the young bassist making him jump and buck trying to get away, "James! Please 
stop!" Jason cried only making James hit him harder almost definitely bruising him, and sickeningly it only 


served to make him harden between his legs. 
"So you think it's funny to fuck up our songs?!" James barked from behind his ear making Jason scream, 
"No! | don't think it's funny! I'm sorry! Please!" But James just sneered and continued to spank his bassist. 


Jason felt tears well up in his eyes from both the pain and the humiliation, but what made it worse was that 
he'd never been so turned on in his life. His cock stiff as a rock and dripping wet causing the pain of James 
colossal hands to slowly morph into something else. 


It was then the slaps stopped. Jason felt relief flood his veins as he heard James stand from his squatting 
position His punishment was over. Swallowing thickly he whipped the tears from his face and took a breath. His 
muscles were almost jellified and his throbbing cock now demanded his full attention, but he could sense James 


was still behind him and didn't dare touch himself with him standing right there. 


However what happened next Jason would never believe in a million years that it would happen, but it did. The 
bass player mewled as James stepped up behind him gripped his hips and started grinding against his reddened 
ass. The pain from the rough denim sent delicious tingles of pleasure straight to his groin. 


He gasped and groaned low in his throat when James took his weeping member into his hand and slowly stroked 
it before purring in his ear, "Oh you liked getting spanked didn't you Newslut? Shit just look at how hard you 


are. 

Jason moaned rolling his hips back wanting more of the merciless roughness that was James Hetfield. The 
muscular blonde gripped his hips and ground into his ass letting Jason feel the hardened bulge confined by his 
tight jeans. 

"I liked it too, beating that fine plump ass until it was red, hearing those cute naughty noises you made, makes 
my cock hard" James huskily groaned next to Jason's ear blowing hot air into it before licking the outer shell 


and biting down on the lobe. 


Jason's eyes rolled into the back of his head as each sensation that James was giving him made his head swim. 


His breath caught in his throat whimpering, "James." 
His cock serged at the gravelly chuckle that left James throat, "What Jason? What do you want?" 


The bassist could hardly think of an answer as James fisted him slowly blocking all rational thought; his thumb 
rubbing the sensitive piece of skin right below Jason's reddened head before dipping his nail into his crying slit. 


"Please!" Jason cried as hot liquid pleasure poured into his lower abdomen making his balls tighten 


"Please what?" James smirked as he ran his hand down to Jason's base and tightened his fist blocking his 
impending orgasm. He felt his cock twitch and leak when Jason whimpered high in his throat and tried bucking 


his hips to get more of that addicting friction. To make it worse James continued grinding his own hard on 


against Jason's red raw ass. 
"Please make me cum." Jason pleaded resting his head on the wall in defeat. 


"Since you asked so nicely." He heard James chuckle and his hand began stroking him again. Expert fingers 
played the sensitive skin of his cock just as gracefully as the guitar he held just hours ago; James drawing out 
each stroke to his head like a bend added to a cord Up and down fingers pressing and rubbing nerve endings 


like the scales he committed to memory. 


Jason could hardly keep quiet as each stroke drew out another moan, another mewl and countless whimpers. 
Sweat dripped of this forehead while his body sang with undeniable pleasure mixed with the splendid pain of 


James grinding against his worked over ass. 


James' animalistic growls sounded in his ear making his head swim and his cock throb harder in his hand. The 
bassist felt his balls draw up and tightened almost painfully, but it still wasn't enough. Practically sobbing he 


was so close yet so far from his orgasm. 


Pushing his ass back into James’ groin earned him another hard hit and that was it, the last little push to 


complete and utter bliss. 


Body drawn taut as a bowstring the blood rushes making his head dizzy and his mouth fall open in a silent 


scream as his cock jerked and spurted thick ropes of warm white cum on the wall and James hand. 


The blond let out a low guttural groan in Jason's ear before Jason could feel his thrusts stutter and a warm 


wet spot seeped through his jeans. 


Panting heavily Jason slid down the wall onto his knees; his muscles refusing to hold him up anymore, 


completely drained of energy while he caught his breath. 


Looking up he saw James adjusting himself and turned to leave before calling out, "I wouldn't screw up like that 


again if you don't want a repeat of that Newsted." 


Chewing his lip Jason decided that maybe his ass was sore and maybe his pride took a hard hit with James 


spanking him like a child, but he was content and sated; ehh maybe one more missed lyric wouldn't be too bad. 


